Join round with them, shouting Tve finished my play! I've
Dmk- rinished my play!3 He read the play to us the same evening,
water and and my Brother Charles, who was staying with us, was so
MaxSeer- impressed by Lincoln that he offered, in case John found
Man difficulty in placing his play, to take a share in backing it.
For John then had little idea of how successful Lincoln
was to prove.
John and Kathleen used to call our farm The Big House', and John wrote, while in the cottage, a charming little poem on lies Farm:
Here is a time for graver tones
Than now I sing.
It shelters you; it is a pole
For thought upon your travelling;
Here dreams established are in stones,
To mark and bring
Irresolutions to control.
From truant wing.
But not of these my argument.
I celebrate;
Your hearth, your comfortable speech
Of young years and late,
Your courtesies that are content
To sow and wait,
For these as planets are to teach
My travel to your gate.
Before the Drinkwaters took the cottage. Max Beerbohm and his wife were there for several months. Here in the little sitting-room Max spread a green cloth on the table, laying his paint brushes out neatly beside the few tubes of paint that he used, strips of blotting paper and pot of crystal-clear water. Both for his drawings and for his writings he habitually used a ribbed paper called Wessex Antique. (It is no longer manufactured, and he constantly mourns it.) Here, too, at this table he began Rossetd and his Circle, his